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a spot of ink which glued it to another letter, and delayed it, as was stated by the post on its envelope. The postmistress, who for two days had seen my anxiety, cried out eagerly when she saw me, "Monsieur, here's a letter!" and held it for me to see with a joy that did her honour. And what a letter! I read it, walking gently along in solitary places. To read things so charming addressed to one's self is enough to make one never write a line again, but lie at the feet of one's sovereign like her faithful dog. Finally, I went to sleep, for I must own I had not closed my eyes for two days, so much did this delay disquiet me.
PASST, April 18, 1845.
You write me, "I want to see you!" Well, then, when yon hold this letter between your dainty fingers may they tremble a little, for I shall be very near to you, at Eisenach, at Erfurt, I don't know where, for I shall follow my letter closely. This is Friday; I shall leave Sunday at the latest.
What! you could receive an order from your government to return to your own country, and I riot see you! Oh! dear countess; and you tell me I have been amusing myself. But you know my life from the letters in which it is written down day by day, hour by hour, minute by minute ; you have surely read, you surely know that my only pleasures are thinking of you, and proving it to you by writing. I have spent these last five months in saying to myself every day: " I start to-morrow; I shall see her! if only for a month, for two minutes, I shall see her!"
Do not write again ; expect me.
I am grieved that you have read '' Les Petits Maneges d'une Femme vertueuse " without waiting for the Chlendow-ski edition in Vol. IV. of LA COHEDIE HUMAINE, where it
42ffinger with delight. At last I received your letter, yesterday. Imagine, clear, what a real misfortune happened to me. Your letter hadought yourself affronted by your most faithful servant, the most devoted that ever could be, and you forgave him. I have been more moved by that than not all I have? Ah! if you have understood the sad and tender words I say to you, you must look upon yourself, if not with pride at least with a certain complacency. The greatness of my affection renders petty all the great difficulties of my life. I have amazed everybody by saying that I shall do the twenty thousand lines of "Lesscent pains, the grief that your silence causes is the greatest of all; each day more poignant; and I no longer seek for the reasons of your silence. I await them.
